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B suit. To night, to night, but Miftreffe, doc you bno* T° 
French Knight that cowres i’th hams- ? * 

Band. VV ho LMounJter Vcro lifts ? 

Boult. I, he offered to cut a caper at the proclamation, b^L, 
made a grone at it, and fwore he would fee her to morrow ** 

Baud, Well, well, as for him he brought his difeafe hltL 
here he doth but repairc it,I know he will come in our fhadow 
to fcatter his crownes in the Sunne. Vl > 

Boult. Well, if we had of every Nation a traveller, we Aw, 

. lodge them with this figne. 

Baud. Pray you come hither a while, you have Fortunes com 
ming upon you, marke me, you mud feeme to doe that fearek 
ly, which you commit willingly, depife profite, where »«,' 
have mod gaine, to weepe that you live as you doe, makes pL 
in your lovers feldome, but that pitty begets you a good opini- 
on, and that opinion a mccrc profite- ‘ I 

Mar. I underftand you not. 

B oult.Q take her home Midreffe,take her home, theft blufhej 
of hers muftbequencht with fomeprelent praftife. 

Mari. Thou laid true yfaith, fo they mud, for your Bride 
goes to that with fhame, which is her way to goe with war. 
rant. 

Boult. Faith fome do,and fome do not, but Midrelfedf 1 have 
bargaind for the joynt. 

Baud. Thou maid cat a morfeU off the fpit. 

Boult. I may fo. 

Baud. Who Ihould deny it ? 

Come young one, I like the manner of your garments well. 

Boult. I by my faith, they {hall not be changed yet. 

. Raud - Bmh ' fpend thou that in the Towne,reportwhatafo 
journer we have, you’l lofe nothing by cudome. When Na- 
ture framed this peece, {he meant thee a goodturne, therefore 
lay what a paragon {hec is,and thou hadthe harved out of thine 
owne report. 

Boult l warrant you Miftreffe, thunder {hall not fo awake the 
oeds °t teles, as my giving out her beauty, ftirsup the lewdly 1 
enc.med, lie bring home fome to night. 

Saul 
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Ptncits prince ej ? yre + . 

viitidc 1 Hitt rny Virgin knot will kcepe. 

dot with m y«g« 

with us. 

Enter ^leonandD mixjal 

■ 

Dion. Why are you foolifh, can it be undone ? 

Cleon. O Dionizia, fuch a peece of (laughter, 

The Sunne and Moonenere lookt ujpon. 

Dion. I thinke you’l turne a childe againe. 

Cleon. W here I chic-fe Lord of all this fpacious world, Ide 
give itto undo the deed. Oh Lady, much leffe inbloud than ver- 
tue, yet a Princeffe to equall any Angle Crowne of the earth, in 
the juftice of compare. O villaine, 'Leonine whom thou had poi- 
foned too, if thou hadd drunke to him, it had beene a kipdnefle 
becomming well thy face, what canft thou fay, when Noble 
Pericles fhall demande his childe? ’ • j 

Dion. That fhe is dead: Nurfes'Sft tibt the fates to foder it,’ 
nor ever to preserve, {he dide at night, lie fay fo, who can erode 
ir,unlefle you play the Innocentiand for an honed attribute, cry, 
out fhee dide by foule play. 1 " 

(leon. O go too, well, well, of all the faults beneath the hea- 
vens, the gods doe like this word-. 

Dionizia. Be one of thofe that thinkes the pretty wrens of 
Tbarftts willflie hence, and open this? to Pericles ,1 do fhame to 
thinke of what a Noble drain® you are, and of how coward k 
fpirit. 
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added, 

nourable courfes. 

Dionizia. Be it fo then. hoW 

{became dead, nor none can -being gontf, Shec 

© did 
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